In Larkin's poem one detects a perverse determination that the ulti mate ("tennmate") pastoral shall be among the cut-price stores, and nowhere else. And the pity felt for the denizens of that pastoral, the "residents from raw estates," is more than a little contemptuous.24
From the start of the poem, Larkin's aim has been to ease his reader into the condition of that true "Here" which is nowhere, that hovering, unspeci fiable attending with which the reader is to identify himself unawares.
From such an unlocatable locus, the attitude taken toward every object, toward everything objectifiable, not just toward that "cut-price crowd," will be a mixture of pity and contempt. Except that, in principle, every member of that crowd might himself be truly at one with the uncrushable act of observing
